1,3 FABLES VERSE, 


ae fcugh, his booth, , nd f t 
i^t-ry d the man of art aloud. 


crowd, 


« n L *", th “ he fo fam ’ d for fliVht 
, £ an th ' s low f un g!er cheat yourV’ht 
. Pf res hc WKh me difpute the prize?' 

1 leave it to impartial eyes. ^ 

Provok’d the Tuegler cry’d ’77, J 
Infcience I fubmit fL„e V ’ ** 

1 hus faid ; the cups and balls he play’d . 
y turns, this here, that there, convey’d; 
I he cards, obedient to his words * 
Are by a fillip turn’d to birds ; * 

His little boxes change the grain, 
luck after trick deludes the train. 

He fhakes his bag, he fhews all fair, 

His fingers fpread, and nothing there, 
Then bids it rain with fhowers of gold, 
And now his iv’ry eggs are told ; 

But when from thence" the hen he draws, 
Amaz’d fpeclators hum applaufe. 


Vice now flept forth, and took the place, 
With all the forms Gf his grimace. 

‘ This 


««9aa«K>f 
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, rp. ;, ma «ic looking-glafs, ihe cries, 

. K hid it round will charm your eyes. 
Each eager eye the fight defir d. 

And every man himfelf admit d. 

Next to a Senator addreffmg; 

See this Bank-Note ; cbferve the bldTing : 
Breathe on the bill, heigh, pafs ! i is gone ; 
Upon his Ups a padlock fhone. 

The fecond puff the magic broke. 

The padlock vanilh’d and he fpoke* 

Twelve bottles rang’d upon the board, 

All full with heady liquor ftor’d. 

By clean conveyance difappear, 

And now two bloody fwords are there. 

A purfe fhe to the thief expos’d. 

At once his ready fingers clos’d ; 

He opes his fift, the treafure’s fled, 

He fees a halter in its Head. 


She bids ambition hold a wand, 
He grafps a hatchet in his hand. 


A 


